WILLIAM VAUGHN MOOD\
To Mary L. Mason
CHI Jan. ] MY DEAR MRS. MASON, —
Believe me, I was not nearly so unhe< your Song of the Milton hills, as my sile seemed to say. The two or three days ^ spent at your house, with those hills fo ground, taught me their power of saying " and know." Those few days stand out singular lustre — no, that is hardly the ' with a quality, a timbre, which often surpi with its recurrence and residence. Pleas suspect me of "registering sensations," 1 mysterious wilfulness of the memory in dizing this experience and annulling that all reason and proportion so far as one ca from the outside, often sets me wondering boss of me, anyhow. Whoever he is, in t ticular instance I submit cheerfully to his
As Dan may have told you I have b ing a rather shrouded existence of late, o many circumstances which are hardly retailing one by one, but which in the ma* up a very respectable incubus. My term
81o renounce pearl-making in order to devote its energies to the composition of sea-weed pills. I hasten to add that this is n't saying a damn against the pills....
